Come to de sofa        lay down^ Mist9 Bayard*w
moved                        supported him        Be

lurched around the chair         slumped into it, clutch-
ing his chest. "Bey ain't no blood," Simon babbled.

"Keys?5               repeated. "Get the keys.'*

"Yessuh, I'll git 9um." But he continued to flap his
distracted hands about Bayard until Bayard swore at
Mm         flung him violently off. Still moaning "Bey

aint no Hood/5 Simon turned and scuttled from the
room. Bayard sat forward, clutching his chest. He
heard Simon mount the stairs and cross the floor over-
head. Then lie was back5          Bayard watched him
open the and extract the silver-stoppered de-
canter* He set it down aad scuttled out again re-
turned with a to find Bayard beside the desk,
drinking from the decanter. Simon helped him back to
the chair poured Mm a drink into the glass. Then
he fetched him a cigarette and hovered futilely
distractedly about Mm. "Lemme git de doctufi^ Mist'
Bayard"

"No. Gimme another drink.55

Simon obeyed* "Bails three already, Lemme go git
Miss Jenny en de doctulij Mist5 Bayard, please9 suh."

ftNo* Leave me alone. Get out of here?5

He drank that one. The nausea^ the mirage shapes^
were gone, and lie felt better. At every breath his
stabbed him with hot needles^ so he was careful to
breathe shallowly. If he could only remember that . . .
Yes^ he felt much better; so he rose carefully and went
to the desk and had another drink* Yes^ that was the
stuff for a woinid5 like Suratt had said* Like that time
he got that tracer in Ms belly and nothing* would stay
on Ms stomach except gin-and-milk. And this, this
anything: just a few caved slats. Patch up his
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